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Alphonse Courlander of the Daily Express. He was astounded to see
me come off the Hans Egede.
"Hullo Gibbs!" he shouted. "Got a good story?"
I had a very good story and I was not willing to share it.
To his chagrin I dodged him and took to my heels, determined to
avoid all contact with newspaper men until my narrative was on the
wire. I wrote it in an obscure hotel. I wrote several columns, describing
my meeting with Dr. Cook and narrating his own story. All through
my account there was the strong suggestion of doubt as to the truth of
his claim. I did not call him a liar and a charlatan, but every reader
would know that I disbelieved him. I took a big chance, and looking
back on it one which was too dangerous and not quite justified. I had
no proof whatever that he was a fraud.
But later I obtained that proof. My news editor in London, Ernest
Ferris, printed every line of what I had written and kept me in touch
with his own work of investigation with the aid of scientific men who
did not believe Cook's claim to the North Pole* One of them was
Commander Bernacchi, who was with the Scott and Shackleton
expeditions. In Copenhagen I had the help and advice of Danish
explorers and students of Arctic life, who came to me and suggested
certain questions which Cook ought to answer regarding the number of
his dogs, the weight they pulled, the journeys they made, and the detail
of his time-table. One of them was Peter Freuken. Another was
Sverdrup.
The Crown Prince gave a banquet in honour of Dr. Cook in the
palace of the Tivoli Gardens. Many distinguished people of Denmark
were invited, and the Press representatives of that country were given
seats. I was among them but was in a difficulty regarding evening
clothes which were essential for an affair of this kind. I had come in a
blue serge suit, having been sent off hurriedly one evening without time
to pack. How could I get hold of an evening suit? I thought of my
friendly waiter in the caf6, and willingly he lent me his second best suit,
It was not a good fit. The sleeves were too long. The trousers were like
concertinas however much I braced them up. There was grease on the
waistcoat. Thus clad, and feeling self-conscious, I took a cab to the
Tivoli Gardens and arrived rather late. There was a flight of marble
steps going up to the great restaurant where the banquet was in progress.
Feeling like Leslie Henson in a musical comedy I climbed the marble
steps. Then I was startled by a fantastic happening. I was being
saluted by a Guard of Honour of the English Life Guards, who drew
their sabres at my miserable approach. Afterwards I discovered that
they were ladies of the ballet dressed in these uniforms. It was un-
believable.